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soon quieted by polite notes from the King, apologising for
detaining Count So-and-so, the Baron Such-and-such for a few
days in the Royal Palace. He assured their families that
everything was being done for their lordships' comfort and
even dignity. He begged them not to be anxious. Old men
that could remember bloodier days shook their heads and said
that such a Revolution, smelling of Comic Opera, could not
possibly last a fortnight. It had now lasted eleven years,
Gustav could leave an obedient Kingdom behind him while he
dazzled Europe with his flying visits. And poor old Europe,
struggling painfully with the forces that, in his own country,
King Gustav seemed to treat as playthings, watched
him perplexedly and could not guess the secret of his
triumph.

There had been a time when Prince Charles Edward, if he
could not have guessed the secret in another, might have
discovered it in himself. Circumstance had thwarted the
discovery, buffeting him across the world until he was a
penniless dotard, grateful for the attentions of young men
whose names he was already beginning to forget. There had
been no time, and never would be a time, when Secretary
Adlerbeth could guess it; Secretary Adlerbeth's function was
to admire, to take for granted, and to obey. But there might
be some inkling of a guess in Axel Fersen's mind, and, with it,
some stirrings of envy at a success from which (even if birth
and position had given opportunity) his own scruples would
have debarred him. For Axel had seen Single-mindedness at
work elsewhere, in General Washington and others, though
never a single-mindedness that was forced to hide itself behind
such multitudinous masks. He had also had some experience
of the power of Imagination. He might vaguely resent this
unusual combination of the two, but he could estimate some-
thing of their united power.

If he himself was to be eternally audience rather than actor,
here was a play that was well worth the watching. It was
none the worse for re-opening in the shabby scenery of the old
Palazzo, with young and still unthwarted Royalty paying
court to the remnants of a King.

The stage was growing more crowded, as King Gustav's